Sonettes*

To fee thy forme transformed thus,

that made me once fo fad,
Than mall I blame my foly moch

and thanke the mightyefl kyng
That hath me faued tyll fuch a daye,

to fe fo fonde a thyng.
And tyll that tyme I wyll keepe clofe

my flames and let them blafe,
Al1 fecretly within my breft,

no man on me mall gafe.
I wyll not trefpaffe fynfully,

for God mall geue me grace
To fe .he tyme wherin I mall

neglecte thy folyfh face,
And tyll that tyme adieu to thee,

God keepe thee far from me,
And fende thee in that place to dwell,

that I fliall neuer fee.

C To George Holmeden of a
ronnynge Heade.

fHe greater! vyce
that happens vnto men,
And yet a vyce,
that many comon haue,
As auncient Wryters
waye with fobre Pen,
Who gaue theyr doome,
by force of wyfdom graue,
The foreil mayme,
the greateft euyll fure,
The vylefl plague
that Students can fuftayue,
And that whiche mofle
doth ygnoraunce procure.
My Holmeden is
to haue a ronnynge Brayne,